Siam
rhythm gets more and more rapid until it
reaches a kind of frenzy, like the rhythm
of a tarantella.
We are escorted to a platform and bidden
seat ourselves near the golden-mattressed couch
on which presently the old, infirm, and almost
dying king will come to lie. Near us, on a
gilt table, are cups of champagne, and boxes,
made of the reddish gold of Cambodia, filled
with cigarettes. We command the hall, of
which the centre, carpeted with white mats
and large enough for the manoeuvring of a
battalion, is empty. It is there that the
spectacle of the ballet will be presented to us,
Very large Chinese vases, containing drenched
foliage variegated like flowers, are pkced at the
foot of each of the pillars. Between the pillars,
above the white-clothed crowd, are revealed the
black of the rainy night, the darkness of the
profound sky; and, above all, the rain which is
now descending in torrents more furious than
ever. The smallest drops, in passing into the
vivid electric light, sparkle with prismatic lights,
sparkle so that one seems to see precious stones
falling in thousands, diamonds in cascades. Two
doors at the further end open into the interior
of the palace, and it is from these that the
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